EDMUND  SPENSER

From Daphnaida, 1591
What man henceforth that breatheth vitall ayre
Will honour heaven, or heavenlie powers adore,
Which so unjustlie doe their judgments share
Mongst earthlie wightes, as to afflict so sore
The innocent, as those which do transgresse,
And do not spare the best or fayrest, more
Than worst or fowlest, but doe both oppresse ?
If this be right, why did they then create
The world so fayre, sith fairenesse is neglected ?
Or whie be they themselves immaculate,
If purest things be not by them respected ?
She faire, shee pure, most faire, most pure shee was,
Yet was by them as thing impure rejected ;
Yet shee in purenesse heaven it selfe did pas.
In purenesse and in all celestial! grace,
That men admire in goodlie womankinde,
She did excell, and seem'd of Angels race,
Living on earth like Angell new diyinde,
Adorn'd with wisedome and with chastitie,
And all^ the dowries of a nobje mindt
Which diH~irer* beaut ie much morebeautifie.
No age hath bred (since fayre Astrsea left
The sinfull world) more vertue in a wight;
And, when she parted hence, with her she reft
Great hope, and robd her race of bountie quight.
Well may the shepheard lasses now lament;
For dubble losse by her hath on them light,
To loose both her and bounties ornament.
Ne let Elisa, royall Shepheardesse,
The praises of my parted love envy,
For she hath praises in all plenteousnesse
Powr'd upon her, like showers of Castaly,
By her own Shepheard, Colin, her owne Shepherd,
That her with heavenly hymnes doth deifie,
Of rustick muse full hardly to be betterd.